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SACRIFICE 

Love suffereth all things, 
And we, 

Out of the travail and pain of our striving, 
Bring unto Thee the perfect prayer: 
For the lips of no man utter love. 
Suffering even for love's sake. 

For us' no splendid apparel of pageantry — 
Burnished breast-plates, scarlet banners, and trumpets 
Sounding exultantly. 

But the mean things of the earth Thou has chosen. 
Decked them w^ith suffering; 
Made them beautiful with the passion for rightness, 
Strong with the pride of love. 

Yea, though our praise of Thee slayeth us. 
Yet love shall exalt us beside Thee triumphant, 
Dying that these live; 

And the earth again be beautiful with orchards. 
Yellow with wheatfields; 

And the lips of others praise Thee, though our lips 
Be stopped with earth, and songless. 
Yet we shall have brought Thee their praises 
Brought unto Thee the perfect prayer : 
For the lips of no man utter love, 
Suffering even for love's sake. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



O God of sorrows, 
Whose feet come softly through the dews, 
Stoop Thou unto us. 
For we die so Thou livest, 
Our hearts the cups of Thy vintage : 
And the lips of no man utter love. 
Suffering even for love's sake. 
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THE WILD BIRD 

Like silence of a starlit sky, 
Like wild birds rising into night. 
Such was her dying, such her flight 
Into eternity. 

But I, who dwell with memory. 
Dream in my grief that she may soar 
Too high, and needing love no more 
Come nevermore to me. 

Gretchen Warren 
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